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And then you come face to face with it, 
some wide-eyed fish stuck in stone 
surprised to find you there in his ocean, 
shocked at the light that never disturbed him 
even as he lived.
And you can’t begin to find words enough 
to explain the value of this meeting.
You try, but all that comes from your throat 
are little chipping sounds like a chisel and hammer 
tapping at the rock.
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IAnd maybe it’s predictable.
But later, when you crawl into your tent to sleep,
and mosquitoes buzz about your head like sand
silting to a lake’s bottom,
you hear the same chipping sound,
you open your eyes in surprise at the light
washing in eons around you,
then surprise again when you see the bright blue eyes 
of someone looking at you, tape in hand 
to measure your occipital, the jut of your jaw, 
the distance between the centers of your eye sockets.
You hear the low sound of her voice speaking a language 
that sounds like metal against rock, 
and you’re wanting to tell her what it is 
you could tell her.
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